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Queen.    What, am I now too slow?

BothwelL                                Ay, though you rode

Beyond the sun's speed, yea, the race of time
That runs down all men born.    Forgive it me
That I was wroth and weary for your love,
Here lying alone, out of your eyes; I could not
But chafe and curse, sending my spirit forth
From this maimed flesh yet halting with its wound
To move about you like a thought, and bring me
Word of your works and ways.

Queen.                                    I could not come.

BothwelL    Was there so much work worthier to be

done

Than this, to give love and to take again
Thus ? but for my part, of all things in the world
I hold this best, to love you; and I think
God never made your like for man to love.

Queen.   You are my soldier; but these silk-soft words
Become your lips as well as mine, when love
Rekindles them ; how good it is to have
A man to love you ! here is man indeed,
Not fool or boy, to make love's face ashamed,
To abash love's heart and turn to bitterness
The sweet blood current in it.    0 my fair lord !
How fairer is this warrior face, and eyes
With the iron light of battle in them left
As the after fire of sunset left in heaven
When the sun sinks, than any fool's face made
Of smiles and courtly colour 1   Now I feel
As I were man too, and had part myself